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| To the MosrT NoBLE : 
LIONEL- CRANPIEL D, 


Doux of Doxsszr,. 
Lord Lieutenant of IRELAND. 


MY LORD, 
| EIA VERY much fear I ſhall be thought 
of 1 1 Al | guilty of great Preſumption in taking 

10 We) the Liberty to dedicate to your Ex- 

A cellency a Play. repreſented at this 
| = 1 of the Year; and, at the ſame Time, in do- 
ing it without firſt obtaining Leave: But as your 
Excellency has too juſt a Taſte and Knowledge of 
every Science to paſs Judgment on any Writer, 
atherwiſe than as Vou are influenc'd by the real 
Merit of his Performance, the firſt Objection will 
be of little Avail againſt me; for I ſhould have the 
ſame Dread, at any other Time, of not gaining 
your Excellency's Approbation, ſince I am ſenſible, 
1 have but ſmall Pretenſions to it from the Altera 
"AI rations 


6 DEDICATION. 


rations and Additions I have mide i in the Piece Ido 

myſelf the Honour to lay at your Excellency's Feet. 

\ The other ObjeQion, of not begging your Ex- 
cellency' s Permiſſion for this Addrefs, is of no great- 
er Force than the former ; for though very few 
Gentlemen of high Birth and Station ſo much de- 
ſerve the Encomiums of Mankind as your Excellen- 
cy, yet, I am told, there are ſtill fewer but ſeem 
more delighted with them. Then how could I ap- 
ply to your Excellency. in an Affair of this kind, 
which is, in my Opinion, no better than a Bargain 
between the Patron and Poet for fuch a Number of 
Flatteries and overſtrain'd Compliments, as your 
Excellency would ſcorn to accept, had 1 Meanneſs 
enough to make an Offering of them ? 

But to take this Occaſion of congratulating'my 
native Country, Ireland, on the Happineſs it is 
going to receive from your wiſe and prudent Admi- 
niſtration, and of being one of the Foremoſt in 
ſhewing my Zeal and Duty to your Excellency, I 
hope will not * thought. an unpardonable Arabi- 
tion in, | 


LORD, 
Var ExCELLENCY's moſt obedient, 


and moſt devoted humble Servant, 


Crna, Cor FE x. 
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Spoken by Mr. HE O P H. CIBBER. 


FF ancient Greece the Comic Muſe appear d, 
Sworn Foe to Vice, by Virtue's Friends rever d; 
Impartial foe indulg*d her noble Rage, | 
And Satire was the Buſineſs of the Stage. 

No reigning Ill jag her Cenſure free, 

No Sex, no Age of Man, and no Degree 

What er by Paſſion was, or Folly, led, 

' The laurel d Chief, or ſacerdotal Head, 

The pedant Sophiſt, or imperial Dame, 

She laſh'd the Evil, nor conceaPd the Name. 


How hard the Fate of Wives in thoſe ſad Times, 
When ſaucy Poets would chaſtiſe their Crimes 
When each cornuting Mate, each rampant Filt, 
Had her Name branded on the Stage with Guilt ! 
Each Fair may now the Comic Muſe endure, 

And join the Laugh, though at herſelf, ſecure. 


Link d to a patient Lord, this Night behold 
A wilful head/trong Termagant, and Scold ; ö 
Wham, tho ber Huſband did what” Man could do, 
The Devil only could reclaim like ou; 5 
Like you whoſe Virtues bright embelliſh Life, 


And add a Bleſſing to the Name of Wife. 


A merry Wag, to mend vexatious Brides, 
Theſe Scenes begun, which ſhak'd your Fathers Sides; 
And we, obſequious to your Taſte, prolong 
Your Mirth, by courting the Supplies of Song: 
Tf you approve, we our Deſires obtain, | 
And by your Pleaſure ſhall compute our Gain, : 


& _ \ | 
[ Coe > A t Y, = So = 5 2 8 CE 


DRAMATIS e = ate 


M E N. 
Sir John Loverule, An 3 98 
Country Gentlenan, belov'd for Mr. Beard, 

i his Hoſpitality. 1 - 
utler :, (Mr. Kaftor, 
Coachman DE % Sir 15 Cray. 

* Plal F : 0 thr, Mr. Marr. 

Jobſon alm. ſinging Co | 
Tenant 10 Sir John Mr. Burg. 0 

Doctor, 5 Mr. Walker. 

Lady 1 Wi bf; to di- John, 8 
a proud, canting, brawling, ” Mrs. Bennet. 

1 natical Shrew. ; 
ucy Miſs Simp ſon. 

. ; an Maids, | Miſs _ 


N ell, Jobſon' 8 N fe an innocent 
Country Girl. a Mr 3. Clive. 


Tenants, Servants. 


S CE N E, — 


THE. 
DEVIL 10 PAY: 2 
OR THE. 


WIVES METAMORPHOS'D: 7 


SCENE I. The Cobler's Hun. 
JOBSON, ad NELL. 


NEE: - Fo 1 

DR” YTHEE, good Fob/on, tay with = 
TY me To-nipht, and for once matt 
merry at home. 

Job. Peace, peace, you Jade, and 
go ſpin; for if I lack any Thread for 
my Stitching, I will puniſn you by virtue of my 
Sovereign Authority. 

Nell. Ay marry, no doubt of that; whilf you 
take your Swing at the . ſpend your Sub- 

- AX „ 


"FE 1 


10 The Devil to Pay : Or, 
| Nance, get drunk as a Beaſt, then come home like 
a Sot, and uſe one like a Dog. 


Job. Nounz I do you prate ? Why, how now, 
Brazen-face, do you ſpeak ill of the Government ? 
Don't you know, Huſſy, that I am King in my 
own Houſe, and that this is Treaſon againſt my 
W be) 8 

Nell. Did ever one hear ſuch Stuff ! But I pray 
you now, Fobſon, don't go to the Alehouſe To- 
night. ; 4. * 18 | | 3 

Job. Well, I'll humour you for once, but don't 
grow ſaucy upon't; for I am invited by Sir John 
Loverule's Butler, and am to be Princely drunk 
with Punch at the Hall-Place; we ſhall. have a 
Bowl large enough to ſwim in. 5 

Nell. But they ſay, Huſhand, the new Lady will 
not ſuffer a Stranger to enter ber Doors; ſhe 
grudges even a Draught of fmall Beer to her own 
Servants; and ſeveral of the Tenants have come 
home with broken Heads from her Ladyſhip's own 

Hands, only for ſmelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe. 
Job. A Pox on her, for a fanatical Jade] She 
has almoſt diſtraed the good Knight: but ſhe's 
now abroad, feaſting with her Relations, and will 
ſcarce come home Lo night; and we are to have 
much Drink, a Fiddle, and merry Gambols. 

Nell. O dear Huſband! let me go with you, 
we'll be as merry as the Night's long. 15 

Job. Why how now, you bold Baggage ! wou'd + 
you be carry'd to a Company of ſmooth-fac'd, 
eating, drinking, lazy ſerving- men; no, no, you 
Jade, I'll not be a Cuckold. 

Nell. I'm ſure they wou'd make me welcome; 
you promis'd I ſhould ſee the Houſe, and the Fa- 
mily has not been here before, ſince you marry'd 
and brought me home, | . Job, 


a» 


; ASS 
GG 


The Wives Metamorphosd. 11 
Job. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpet, dar'ft 
thou diſpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter ? Get 
in and ſpin, or elſe my ftrap ſhall wind about thy 


Ribs moſt confoundedly. 


ATR I. The Twitcher. 

He that has the beſt Wife, | 

She's the Plague of his Life; 
But for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 

Let him cut ber off ſhort $21 

Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Boys, 
And ten times a Day hoop her Barrel. Mo 


Nell. Well, we poor Women muſt always be 
Slaves, and never have any Joy; but you Men 
run and ramble at your Pleaſure. 

Job. Why, you moſt peſtilent Baggage, will you 
be hoop'd ? Be gone. | _ | 

Nell. J muſt obey. [Goings 
Job. Stay ! now I think on't, here's Six-pence 
for you, get Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy- 
ſelf up with Lamb's Wool, rejoice and revel by 
thyſelf, be drunk and wallow in thy own Sty, like 


a grumbling Sow as thou art. 


He that has the beſt Witt, 1 3 
She's the Plague of his Life, &c.  [Exeunt. 


S2299992929222 2922229202929 


SCENE II. Sir JOHN. 
Butler, Cool, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, &. 
But. I would the blind Fidler and our dancing 


Neighbours were here, that we might rejoice a 


little 


— 


12 The Devil io Pay: Or, 
little, while our termagant Lady is abroad; I have 
made a moſt ſovereign Bowl of Punch. | 
Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our 
deviliſh new Lady will never ſuffer it in her 
hearing. | 
But, I will maintain, there is more Mirth in a 
Galley, than in our Family: Our Maſter indeed 
is the worthieſt Gentleman · nothing but Sweet- 
neſs and Liberality. | Sh 
Foot, But here's a Houſe turn'd topſy-turvy, 
from Heaven to Hell, ſince ſhe came hither. 
96-4 His former Lady was all Virtue and Mild- 
Neis. 250 
But. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is 
inſpir'd with a Legion of Devils, who make her 
lay about her like a Fury. Woe Tp 
Lucy. I am ſure I always feel her in my Bones; 
if her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or fhe looks 
yellow in a Morning, I am ſure to look black and 
blue for it before Night. „ 
Cook. Pox on her ! I dare not come within her 
Reach. I have ſome ſix broken Heads already. A 
Lady, quotha ! a She-Bear is a civiler Animal. 
Foot, Heaven help my poor Maſter ! this deviliſh 
termagant ſcolding Woman will be the Death of 
him; I never ſaw a Man ſo altered all the Days of 
my Life. | 
Coo. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue 
of hers, and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe, enough to break 
r PITT. 


Enter blind Fidler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our Wiſh. 
Honeſt old Acquaintance, Goodman Jobſen / how 
doſt thou? Fo 

” Job. 


The Wives Metamorghoy'd. 


= . 
- 
. * _ 


ob. By my Troth, I am always ſh bet 
„ 9 and am now come 1 a tarp Re- 
ſolution, tho*. but a poor Cobler, to be as richly 
drunk as a Lord; I am a true Exgliſb Heart, and 
look upon Drunkenneſs as the beſt * of the 


5 Liberty of the Subject. 


But. Come, Johſen, we'll bring out our Bow! of 
Punch in ſolemn Proceſſion ; and then for a Song | 


.to crown our Happineſs. 


[They all go out, and return with a Bowl of Punch, © | 


ATR I. Charles of Sweden. 


Come, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this Night with leaſure ; 3 
Let none at Cares of Life repine," _ 

To deftroy our Pleaſure : 

Fill up the mighty ſparkling Baud, 
That ev' ry true and loyal Soul 7 
May drink and ſin ing without Controul 

To ſupport our Pleaſure, 


Thus mighty Bacchus /halt thou be 
Guardian to our Pleaſure; 
That under thy Protection we 
May enjoy new Pleaſure. 
And as the Hours glide away; 
Well in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
And ſing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure. 


But. The = and all the Royal n in a 


Brimmer, —— _ 


AIR IN. 


Here's a good Health to the King, 
And ſend him a proſperous Reign; 


0 7 


Is The Devil to Pay: Or, 


Oer Hills andhigh Mountains, 
Well drink dry the Fountains, _ 
itil the Sun 2 again; brave Beyr, 8 


Duitil the Sun riſes again. 


Den here's to thee, my Boy boon, 
And here's to thee, my Boy boon; 
A we've tarry d all Pyr, _ —.. 
For to drink down the Sun, ee 


So we'll tarry and drink down th 
brave Boys, | 

So we'll tarry and drink down the Moon. 

1793 | | [Omnes Huzza 


Enter Sir John, and Lady. 
Lady. O Heaven and Earth? What's here with- 


in my Doors ! Is Hell broke looſe ! What Troops 


of Fiends are here? Sirrah, you impudent Raſcal, 


- ſpeak! 


Sir John. For ſhame, my Dear. As this is 
a Time of Mirth and Jollity, it has always been 
the Cuſtom of my Houſe, to give my "Servants 


Liberty in this Seaſon, and to treat my Country 


Neighbours, that with innocent Sports they may 
divert themſelves. K £5 0 0 
Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own Affairs, I 
will govern my own Houſe without your putting 


in an Oar. Shall I aſk leave to correct my own 


Servants ? bo 
Sir Fobn. IT thought, Madam, this had been my 
Houſe, and theſe my Tenants and Servants. 
Lady. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd 
and ſnub'd before People ? Do you call my Au-. 
thority in queſtion, ungrateful Man? Look you to 
en Dogs and Horſes abroad, but it ſhall be my 


Province to govern here; nor will I be controul'd 


| „ 


00 pb The Wow Metamorpber'd. "8 
Udon. a wage, WES cet in me , 
* te Me | # 


MIR IV. Set by MV Mr. Seeds, 


Sir John. Te Gods ! you gave to me a Wife, hy 
_ Out of your Grace and Favour 3 _ 
To be the Comfort of my Life, PIE"; 

And I was glad e . ber: | 
But if your Providence Divine, 
For greater Bliſs deſign her, 

Te obey your Wills at any time 

Tam ready to reſign her. 


This it is to be marry'd to a continual Tempeſt ; 
Strife and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocrify, are eter- 
, nally afloat. "Tis impoſſible to bear it long, 
dy. Ye filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, 


I'll teach you to junket thus, and ſteal my Pro- 4 


viſions ; I ſhall be devoured at this Rate. 

But. I thought, Madam, we might be merry 
once upon a Holiday. __ 

Lady. Holiday, you popiſh Cur} is one Day 
more holy than another ? and if it be, you'll be 
ſure to get drunk upon it, you Rogue, [ Beats him. ] 
You Minx, you impudent Flirt, are you jigging it 


after an abominable Fiddle? all Dancing is whoriſh, __ if 


Huſly. [Lugs her by the Ears, 
- Lucy. O Lud ! ſhe has pull'd off both my Ears. 
Sir John. Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and 
Quality; I bluſh for your Behaviour. 
Lady. Conſider your Incapacity; you ſhall not 
inſtruct me. Who are you thus muffled, you 
— Buzzard ? [She beats them all, ſobſon feals by. 


7 0b, I am an . Po Plalm-ſingin Cobler, _ 


adam 


ks -The Devil 10 Pay: Or; - 8 


Madam; if your Ladyſhip would but go.to Church, 
you might hear me above all the reſt there. 
5 PI try thy Voice here firſt, Villain. 
[Strikes bim. 
ob, Nounz ! what a Pox, what a Devil ails you ? 
ady. O profane Wretch ! wicked Varlet! 
Sir John, For ſhame ! your Behaviour is mon- 
ftrous! 
Lady. Was ever poor Lady ſo. miſerable in a 
brutiſh Huſband as I am ? I that am ſo 8 and ſo 
religious a Woman : 


* Sings. He that . the beft Wife 
She's the Plague 1 his Life, | | 
But for ber that will ſco 2 will . 
Exit. 


8 Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain ! 
Sir Fohn. Remember Modeſty. 
Lady. Il rout ye all with a Vengeance, PH 
ſpoil your ſqueaking Treble. 
Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. a 
Fid. O Murder, Murder! T am a dark Man, 
which Way ſhall I get hence ? Oh Heav'n ! ſhe has 
broke my Fiddle, Sd undone. me and my Wife 


and Children. 


Sir John. Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff 
and be gone: There's Money to buy you two ſuch; 
that” s your Way. [Exit F idler. 
 * Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt 
my Eſtate maintain you in your Profuſencſs ? | 


Sir Fohn. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and com- 
poſe your Mind. | 


La: O wicked Man ! to bid me pray. 
Sir John. A _ can't be completely curſt, I 
: ſee, 


0 


* 


from me? — Within there — ſee who ny Mk 2 


| for this unſeaſonable 3 but I am benighted;. 


The Wives Metamarphodd, wy __ 
fee, without Marriage; but ſince there's ſuch: a 


thing as ſeparate Maintenance, he ſhall | To-morrow 
enjoy the Benefit of it. 


AN. Of ll Comforts I miſearry'.. 
| Of the States in Life ſo various, 


Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious ; _ 

Tir a Maze ſo firangely winding, | 

Still we are new Mazes finding _ © 

*Tis an Action ſo {+ fevers. 1 8 

That nought but, Death can ſet us 14 "Ty 
= py's the Man, from 2 JO. | 
0 knows to prize his Liberty: . 

Were Men —_— | 
How they marr 


1. aal not be by half þ foll of Mijn 


"Ms [Knocking at the Door. | 
Here, where are my Servants ? Muſt th . | 


a * 


Lady. Within there — Where are my aluts ? 
Ye Drabs, ye Queans Lights there. 


Enter Servants, ſneaking, with Candles. 


But. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles of; 8 
he practiſes Phyſick, and is an Aſtrologer; your _ 
Worſhip knows him very well, he is a Cunning- 
Man, makes Almanacks, and can, OP hag to- 
_ Ed E 


Enter Do Abr. 
Doctor. Sir, I humbly beg your Honour's Pardon 


and *tis ſo dark that I can't poſſibly find my Way 


Home ; and knowing your — 8 a 3 


16 be Devil to Pay: or, 
deſire the Favour to be harbour'd under your Roof 


To night. 


Lady. Out 4 my Houſe, you lewe Conjurer, 
you Magician. 
Do8. Here's a Turn! —— Here's a Change | 
— Well, if I have any Art, ye all ſmart for 
this. _ [Afide. 
Sir John. You ſee, Friend, I am not Mafter of * 
my own Houſe ; therefore, to avoid any Uneaſineſs, 
go down the Lane about a quarter of a Mile, and 
you'll ſee a Cobler's Cottage, ſtay there a little, 
and I'll fend my Servant to conduct you to a Te- 
nant's Houſe, where you'll be well entertain'd. 
Doc. I thank you, Sir, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant. But as for your Lady there, ſhe ſhall this 
2 feel my Reſentment, Au. 
ne Come, Madam, you and I muff have 
ſome Conference together. 
Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference ads Refar- 
mation too in this Houſe, or PII. turn it oP 


A I R vi. Contented Country Farmer. 


Sir ohn. Grant me, ye Pow'rs ! but this Requeſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt ; 
- Gonvey her to eme diſtant Shore, © 
Where I may ne er behold her more; 


Or let me to ſame Cottage fiy, 


In an, D 4 to live and die. | 
[Exeunt. | 
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SCENE III. The Cobler's. 
| Nell, and the Doctor. 
Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your Draught, if you 


pleaſe 3 you are very welcome, Sir. 
Docs. Thank you heartily, good Woman, and 
to requite your Civility, Þ'11 tell you your Fortune. 


Nell. O, pray do, Sir; I never had my Fortune 
told me in my Life. 


Do#. Let me behold the Tries of your Face. 


Nell. I'm afraid, Sir, tis none of the cleaneſt; I 
have been about. dirty Work all this Day. 


Doet. Come, come; tis a good Face, be not 


aſham'd of it, you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places 


ſuddenly. : 
Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd ; 

I want Dacity when I come before great Folks. 
Do#. You muſt be confident, and fear nothing; | 

there is much Happineſs attends you. | 
Nell. Oh me! this is a rare 3 Heaven be 


| thanked. 


Doct. To-morrow before Sun- riſe you mall be 
the happieſt Woman in this Country. 


Mell. How, b To- morrow! alack-a- day! Sir 


how can that be? 


Docs. No more ſhall you be troubled' with a 
ſurly Huſband that rails at, and {traps you. 
Nell. Lud! how came he to know that? he 


muſt be a Conjurer ! Indeed my Huſband is ſome- 


what rugged, and in his Cups will beat me, but it 


is not much; he's an honeſt pains-taking Man, 


and 1 let him bave his Way. Pray, Sir, take t'other 
ds of Ale. 


Dact. 


© IN 


e Devil to Pay: On, 


Dos. I thank you. — Believe me, To-morrow 
you ſhall be the richeſt Woman i*th GG and 
ride in your own Coach. | 
Nell. O Father | you jeer me. 753 
Doc. By my Art! I do not. But mark 
Words, be confident, and bear all out, or worſe 
will follow. 
Nell. Never fear, Sir, I warrant you--O Gemini! 
a Coach! | | 


A IR VI. Send home my long-ftray'd . : 


My fwelling Hard now leaps for Foy, 
And Riches all my Thoughts employ 3 
No more ſhall People call me Nell, 
Her Ladyſhip will do as well, 
Deck d'in my golden rich Array, 
ll in my Chariot roll away, | 
| * at Ring, at Ball, and Par. 


Enter Jobſon. 


Jb. Where is this Quean ? Here, Nell / What- 
a- pox, are you drunk with your Lambs Wool? 

Nell. O Huſband! here's the rareſt Man he 
has told me my Fortune. 

* Has he ſo! and planted my Fortune too, a 
luſty pair of Horns upon my Head——Eh ! —— 
Is't not ſo? 

Dee. Thy Wife is a tis Wd td thou'lt 
50 Hang -d Tuggle 

0 ome out, u s You ju r o 

you cheating, WAP LAS Ts 7 muſt Fr 
_ Cuckolded by ſuch Rogues as yu wat Mackmati- 
Cians, and — 


; Nall, 


1 Jade. 
— moſt confoundedly drunk, ——Get you to 


Dot. My ric Commaniis be ſure attend, 


—_—_ 


due Wind Mitamorphodd, 22 
Nell. Pr ythee Peace, Huſband, ve mall be rich, 


and have a Coach of our own. 


Job. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheel-barrow, you 
By the Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody 


Bed, Strumpet. - [Beats her, 
Nell O Mercy on us! is this a Taſte of * 
Fortune? 

Doc. You had better not have touch d ber, yu 
furly Rogue. a 
Job. Out of my Houſe, you Villain, or Tu run 
my Awl up to the Handle in your Buttocks. 

De. Farewel, you paltry Slave. | | 
| Fob, Get out, you Rogue.  [Exeunt. 


| #95555 TTTESEETTTETTEITETS 


SCENE IV. n 
DOCTOR, flat. | 


A IR VIE. The Spirit's Song in Macketh, © 


MW little Spirits now appear, 
adir and Abiſhog draw near. 


= Time is ſhort, make no Delay, 
| ichly haſte and come away : | 
Ne 2 „ nor 2 L their Light, © 
But all is worapt in gloomy Night, 
Both Men and Beafts to Reſt incline, 
And all Things favour my Deſign. 


- Spirits, [ Hiitbin] Say, Maſter, what is to be done? 


For ere this Night ſball haue an End, . = 
| _ _— this Cobler”s Wife trans „ 155 { 
Audi to the Knight's Foe an performs © 
190 With 


= 


A — f "dr 0 
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Rogue is that, who dares wake me out of my Sleep 


* Hith all your moſt ſpecific Charms, 
 Convey each Wife to diff rent Arms; © 
Let the Deluſion be ſo ftrong, 

T hat none may know the Right from Wrong. 
Within All this we will with Care per form 
| In Thunder, Lightning, anda Storm. 
CR Rent e 
ſExeunt. 


SRREDDEDSDTRIGATSSTSTRRTEES, 


SCEN E changes to the Cobler*s Houſe, 
Jobſon at work. 4 be Bed in View... 


Fob. What Devil has been abroad To-night? I 
never heard ſuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. 1 
thought my little Hovel would have flown away; 
but now all is clear again, and a fine Star-light 
Morning it is. I'll ſettle myſelf to work. They ſay 
Winter's Thunder is Summer's Wonder. | 


ATR IX. Charming Salh. 
Of all the Trades from Eaſt to Weſt, 
| The Cobler's paſt contending, © 
Is like in time to prove the beſt, 
N bich ev'ry Day is mending. 
Hot great his Praiſe who can amend 
The Soals of all his Neighbours, | 
_ Noriss er of his End, 
But to his Laſt ſtill labours. 


Lady. Heyday ! what impudent Ballad-ſingin 


7 


II have you flead, you Raſcal, 


Job. 
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1 Te Wives Ae | 24 


Fob. What a pox, does ſhe talk in eee 
or is ſhe drunk ſtill / 5 [ Sings. 


A IR x. Now ponder well ye Parents dear, 
J. 
In Bath « a wanton Wife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write, e 
_ Who wantonly. did ſpend her Tine 
In many a fond Delight. 


: All on a Time ſo fick ſhe was, 
295 And ſbe at length did die, 
And then her Soul at Paradiſe 
© Did Fnack moſt mightily. 


136 why , Villain, Raſcal, Screech-Owl. who 
makeſt 7 Noiſe than a Dog hung in the Pales, 
or a Hog in a high Wind. Where are all my Ser- 
vants ? eme body come and hamſtring this 6 4 

[ Knocks. 3 

Jb. Why, how now, you brazen Quean? You 1 
muſt get drunk with the Conjurer, muſt you? II 
give you Money another Time to ſpend in Lambs. | 
Wool, you ſaucy Jade, ſhall T? 2 
| Lady Monſtrous? I can find no Bell to ring. -.. 

Where are my Servants?” They Gall 0G ICY b 
Blanket. 

Job. Ay, the Jade's aſleep Rill; the Conjurer 

told her the ſhould keep her Conch, and the is 
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dreaming of her n „ (Lee 
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24 The Devil to Pay: Orr. 
Tuben firſt broke the Commandments, © 
. Jo bonanr of roy Fae: oe 56 
When Adam heard her ſay theſe Words, 
He ran away for Life. | | 


Lady. Why, Huſband 1 Sir John / will you ſuf- 
fer me to be thus inſulted? 

Job. Huſband! Sir Fobn ! what-a-pox, has ſhe 
Enighted me? and my Name's Zetel too; a good 
Jeſt, Faith. ; Wn. 

| Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the Bed. Hea- 
ven! where am 1? Foh! what lothſome Smells are 
here? Canvas Sheets, and a filthy ragged Curtain; 
a beaſtly Rug, and a Flock-Bed. Am I awake, or 
is it all a Dream? What Rogue is that? Sirrah ! 
Where am I? Who brought me hither ? What 
Raſcal are you? e 
Job. This is amazing, I never heard fuch Words 
from her before. If I take my Strap to you, I'll 
make you know your Huſband, I'll teach you bet- 
ter Manners, you ſaucy Drab, _ 83 
Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing Impudence ! You my Huſ- 
band, Sirrah ? T'll have yeu hang'd, you Rogue; 
I'm a Lady. Let me know who has given me a 
Sleeping-Draught, and convey'd me hither, you 


irty Varlet. 
ob, A Sleeping-Draught! yes, you drunken 
14 you had a leeping-Dravght with-a-pox to 
working yet ? 2 | 
Lady. Where am I? Where has my villanous 
eue put me? Lucy / Lettice? Where are my 


Job. Ha'i hal ha ! what does ſhe call her Maids | 
too? The Conjuror has made her mad as well as 


* 


7 be Woes Mutamorphas's. 25 F 
© Lady. He talks of Conjurers; ſure I am be- 


witch'd. Ha! what Clothes are here? a Lindſey- 
woolſey Gown, a Callico Hood, a red Bays Petti- 


coat, I am remov'd from my own Houſe by Witch- | | 


craft, What muſt. I do? What will become of 
"ET © [ Horns wind without, 

Job. Hark ? "Vere Hunters and the merry Horns 
are abroad. Nell, 4. lazy Jade, "is break 
of Day; to Work, ork, come and ſpin, you 
Drab, or Ill tan your - Hide for you: What-a-pox, 
muſt. I be at work two Hours defors you in a 
Morning? . 

Lady. Why, "TY hay W Vin | 
doſt thou not know me, Rogue? - 

Fob. Know you, yes, I know you well enough, 
and I'll make you know me before 1 have done 
with you, 


, Lady. I am Sir John Loverale S Lady 1 how came 
here! 
Fob. Sir John Loverules Lady! no, Nell, not 
quite ſo bad neither] that damn'd ſtingy, fanatick 
' Whore plagues every one that comes near her, the 
whole Country.cutfes her. 
Lady. Nay, then Þ'll hold no longer; you Rogue, r 
55 inſolent Villain, I'll teach you better Manners. 
Erbse the Bed/taff and other Things at him. 
Job. This is more . ever I ſaw by her, I ne- 
ver fo. an ill Word from her before. Come, 
Strap,. I'll try your Mettle; I'll ſober you, I war- 
rant you. Quean. ¶ He ftraps ber, ſhe flies at him. 
Tady. I'Il pull your Throat out; Pll tear out your 


Eyes; I'm a Lady, Sirrah. O Murder! Murder! 


Sir Jahn Loverule will Tu you for this ; Murder * 
Murder! 


* 


+ 
4 
b 
j} 
: 


26 75 be Devil to Bok. 1 50 1 
Job. Come, Huſſy, leave F ooling, and come 
to your Spinning, or elſe I'll lamb you, you ne'er 


was ſo lamb'd ſince you were an Inch long. Take 
it up, you Jade. [She fi Fig git down, be ſtraps her, 


N Hold, nal Fil do any thing. F: 
6, Oh! I thoughtI ſhould bring you to your- _ 
ſelf a he 15 

*. 70 What ſhall Ido? I can't ſpin. [Mfie. 


Job. L' into my I 3 tis broad Day now. 5 
UParks and ſings. 


Al R XI. Come, let us prepare, 


Let Matters of State ? 
.. iſquiet the Great 
obler has nougbt to perplex bin; ; 
"It, nought but his Wife 1 
To ruffle his Life, SIE, 
And her he can ftrap if ſhe vex him. 


. He's out of the Pow'r 
Of Fortune, that Whore, 
Since low as can be, ſhe has thruft him „ 
From Duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo Poor, 


There's none to be A that will truft zin. 


Heyday, I think the Jade s Brain is turn'd. Wha 


have you forgot to ſpin, Huſly ? 
Lady. But I have not forgot to run. - Tie &en try ; 


my Feet; I ſhall find ſomebody in the Town, ſure, 


that will ſuccour me. [be runs out. 
7 ob, What, does ſhe run for it? I'll after her. 
[He runs ont, 


SCENE 


be Wives PPT! 5 5 27 ; 


| 000000b00000000000000000005 


9 C E N E changes o Sir John's Houſe 3 ; 


Nell in Bed. 


Nl What pleaſant Dreams I "RAM bad To- 
night! Methought I was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed 


of Violets and Roſes, and the ſweeteſt Huſband b 
my Side! Ha! bleſs me, where am I now? What 
Sweets are theſe? No Garden in the Spring can 


equal them; Am Jon a Bed? The Sheets are Sarſe- 
net ſure, no Linen ever was fo fine. What a gay, 


ſilken Robe have I got? O Heaven ! I dream] Yet 
if this be a Dream, I would not wiſh to wake again. 


Sure, I died lait Night, and went to Heaven, and 


this 1 is it. 


E nter Lucy. 


e Now muſt I wake an Atm that will not 
lie ſtill again till Midnight, at ſooneſt; the firſt 


Greeting, I Tappole, will be Jade or Whore. Ma- 
dam Madam! © 


Nell. O Gemini! who's this? What doſt "Big | 


Sweetheart ? 


Lucy, Sweetheart! Oh Lud, Sweetheart } be | 


beſt en I have had theſe three Months from 
her, have been Slut, or Whore. What Gown 


and Ruffles will your Ladyſhip wear To:day? 7 


Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip ! Gown |! 


and Ruffles ! Sure I am awake; Oh! . remember 
the Cunning-Man now. _ 
Tucy. Did your Ladyſhip ſpeak ? 
* Nell. Ay, Child, Pl wear. the: ſame. 4 vel. 
terday. 


8 


St romp are IRE . 
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28 "ah Devil ts Pay); Or, | 
1 op Merey upon me . Here's a, Mi 
racle 


t "Ba Lettice. : 
1 Is my Lady awake? Have you had her 
- Shoe or her Slipper flung at your Head yet? 
Tucy. Ohno, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt 
Humour ! go to the Bed and ſpeak to ber, now is 


. - your Time. 
Let. Now's my Time! what to hab mother 


Tooth beat out. Madam? 
Nell. What do'ſt ſay, my Dear — Father ! 


What would ſhe have? 
Let. What Work will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd 
to have done To day ? Shall I re or 


go to my Stitching? | 
Nell. Work, Child! "tis Holiday ; no Work a 


To- day Yo 
Let. Oh Mercy! am I, or She awake ? or do 


q F we both dream? Here's a bleſt Change ! 
1 Lucy. If it continues, we ſhall be a happy Fa- 


mil 
Let. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 
Nell. Mercy on me! what's that? Some Gar- 


ment, I ſuppoſe. ¶ 4/ide.J-—Put it on then, Sweet» » 


Let. Put it on, Madam ! I have taken it off, tis 


-ready to drink. 
Nell. I mean, put it by, I don' t a for drink- 


= ing now. 2 92 
Enter Cook. 


8 Cook, Now go l like a Bear to he Stake, to 
_ her ſcurvy Ladyſhip's Commands about io. 


How many raſcally Names muſt 1 be *L ? 
| et. 


T be Wives. Metamorphos'd. 29 
| Let. Oh, John Cook / you'll be out of your Wits 
to find my Lady in ſo ſweet a Temper. _ 
Cook. What a Devil, are they all mad? 
Lucy. Madam, here” s the ook come about 
Dinner. | | 
Nell. Oh! there? s fine Cook ! He looks like 
one of your Gentlefolks. A/ide.] — Indeed, ho- 
_ neſt Man, I'm very hungry now, pray get me a 
 Raſher upon the Coals, a Piece of one milk Cheeſe, 
and ſome white Bread. ; 
, Cook. Hey!! what's to do here? my Head turns 
round. Honeſt Man! I look 'd for Rogue or Raſ- 
cal, at leaſt. She's ſtrangely chang'd in her Diet, 
as well as her Humour. [A ſide.] I'm afraid, 
Madam, Cheeſe and Bacon will ſit very heavy on 
your 1 Stomach, in a Morning. If you 
Pleaſe, Madam, II toſs you up a white F ricaſee of 
Chickens in a trice, Madam; or e Tory 
Ladyſhip think of a Veal Sweetbread ? 
Nell. Een what you will, good Cook. . 
** wig Good Cook! ford Cook Ah! "in fee | 
Yo | «A 


"Enter Butler. | 
Oh! kiſs me, Chip, I am out of ay Wits; we | 
have the kindeſt ſweeteſt Lady. 
But. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are 
out of your W all of yo: the Maids look ; | 
too. 
Lucy Here 3 the Butler Mad to know our 
Ladyſhip's Orders. F — , 
"Nell. "Oh! pray Mr. Butler ! let me have ſome 
Small- Beer when my Breakfaſt comes in. 

But. Mr. Butler ! Mr, Butler ! I ſhall· be turn'sd 
into Stone with e [ En the — Would 

HET | 3 


not 


\. 


| 30 . Te Devil ” pe: Or, 


1 not your Ladyſhip rather have a Glaſs of Frontiniac, | 


To day, and which you'll have, the 


or Lacryme ? 
Nell. O dear! what hard Nane are there; but 


1 Qmuſt not betray myſelf. [ WY J — Well „ which 
you pleaſe, Mr. Butler. " 


Enter Gesehen 5 68 | 

But. Go, he you in, and be rejoiced as 1 am. 
Coach. The Cook has been making his Game 

I know not how long. What, do you banter too? 
Lucy. Madam, the Coachman. 
Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhi the. © goes out © 


oach, or 
Chariot, 


Nell. Good lack-a-Day ! {PI ride | in the Coach, x 
if you pleaſe. _ oF 
Caach. The Sky will fall, that's certain. [Exit. | 
Nell. I can bardly think I am awake yet. How | 


well pleaſed they all ſeem. to wait upon mel O 
notable Cunning-man ! My Head turns 1 1 
am quite giddy with my own Happineſs. = __. 


An XII. What woe I am a Country LG. 
\ » Tho' late I was a Cabler's n, 
In Cottage moſt obſcure a, | | 
In plain-ſtuff Gown, bete a 
Hard Labour did-endure-a - | 
The Scene is chang'd, Tn alter d quite, 
n from poor humbl/Nell-a, © 
| 7 learn to dance, to read, and write jk 
And from all bear the Bells. [Exit 


Unter Sir John, meeting his Servants. | 
But, Oh, Sir, here's the rareſt News! 
458 : 4 N 5 Lucy. 


Lucy. There never was the like, Sir; you'll be 
overjoy'd and amaz'd. 

Sir ohn. What, ate you mad? What's the 
matter with ye? How now ! here's a new Face in 
my Family ; what's the Meaning of all this? 


Ihe Wivts en | 2 E 


But. Oh, Sir! the Family is'turn'd upſide down. 3708 


bes are almoſt diſtracted; 8 the happieſt People 3 
Fi Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lad Ie 
What, in n We ſhe dead? 5 ] | 
Bur * f . fordid ; 01 ſhe's the beſt 
of Women, the ſweeteſt Lady ! | 
Sir John. This is aſtoniſhing ! L muſt go and 
enquire into this Wonder, If this be true, I fhall 
rejoice indeed. 
Bur. Pis true, Sir, upon my Ronour- Long | 
live Sir John and my Lady { Huzzah! 2 
| Lit Sir Jon. 
Emer Nell. 


EN Nell. I well remember the Cunniag-Man warn'd 
me to bear all out with Confidence, or-worſe; he ſaid, 
would follow: I am aſham'd, and know not what 
to do with all this Ceremony. I am ama d, and out 
of my Senfes. TI look'd in the Glaſs, and ſaw a gay 
fine Thing I knew not; methought my Face was not 
at all like that I have ſeen at home in a piece of _ 
Looking-Glaſs 2 d upon the Cupboard. But 
great Ladies, they have flattering Glaſſes, 
that ſhew them far bor 4 themſelves, whilſt poor 
Folks Glaſſes repreſent them e en juſt as they are. 


AIR XIll. When I was W l bobs of Honour, | 
Fim Ladies with an artful Grace, © Ny 
' _ Diſguiſe each native Feature; 
. flatt” ring Glaſſes ſhew the Furt, 
made by *R not Natur- 
4 


32 de Devil to Pay: Or, 
But we poor Folks in home. ſpun Gr © 
| By Patch nor Waſhes tainted, , vo 


Tool freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
_ That fill are reh f painted. 


Lucy. O Madam! here's my Maſter juſt re. 5 


turn'd from Hunting. 


* 


| Enter Sir John. „ 


Nell O Gemini! this fine Gentleman my 
Huſband. | 

Sir Fobn. My + OY I am overjoy'd. to fee my 
Family thus cranſported with N which you 
occaſion d. 

Nell. Sir, I hall always be proud. to do every 
thing that may give you Delight, and your Family 
Satisfaction. 


Sir fohn. By Heav'n! I am charm'd ; dear 


EI 


Creature, if =o cotitinueft thus, I had rather en- 


joy thee than the Indies. But can this be N ? 
May I believe my Senſes 2.:)../ ©. 2 3 


| Nell: All that's 9 above can witneſs for me, 


* 


7.0 am in earneſt; : "Kneols. + 


Sir John. Riſe, my: 3 Now am I happy 
indeed Where are my Friends, miy Servants? 
call dem all, and let them be Witneſſes of my - 


Happineſs. Fg] [Extt. 


Vell. O rare farket: Man 1 he ſmells all over like 


[EM gy. — Heaven bende my Wits. 


A IR XIV. *T'was within a Furlong; Se. | 


Nell. O charming Cunning-Man ! tler haſt been 
Ha wond'rous kind, 


And all thy golden Wards ad now prove true 1 
nd ; 


3 


8 ö f Ten 
Wis a 6 ' s 


* 
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1% r thouſand Tranſports ait 
„ Me my happ a,, ĩͤ b 
Thus kiſs'd, and preſi d, 
And doubly leſe'd | 
In all this Pomp and State: 
New: Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
Which fill me with N 1875 
My Roch and Reel, | 
And Spinning · ubs, . 
u Huſband I deſpiſes 
Doyen Jobſon, now adieu, . 
Thy Cobling fiill purſue, 
For hence I will not, cannot, nog. nor myſt. not 
buckle to. | OY 


= I. E N E, Jobſon's Houſe. 


| „ 1-408 
©WLs ever Lady yet ſo miſerable? 1 can * 0 


one Soul in the "Village acknowledge me; they 


ſure are all of the Conſpiracy... This wicked Huſ- 
band of mine has laid a deviliſh Plot againſt me; I 
muſt at preſent ſubmit, that I may hereafter. have 
an Opportunity of executing my Deſign. Here 


comes the Rogue; 111. . _ deen 3 but 
now 1 muſt re 


4 * . x i 
1 yt 2 7 3 » 


Enter - Jobſan:. 


1 
Lady. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what I ail'd ; : 


5 | this Cunning- Man has put Powder | in my Drink, | 3 
Job. If 


moſt certainly. 
Bs 


755 Come on, Nell, art thou come to thyſelf 


3 
2 a . m——_— . 
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he Devil FOI "Or, | 
Job. Powder l the Brewer put good store of 


Powder of Malt in it, that's all. wer, quoth _ 


ſhe ! Ha, ha, ha! 
Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Life. 
Job. Was fo, no, nor I hope ne'er will be fo. 


again, to put me to the Trouble of ſtrapping you 


ſo NT. | 

Lady. I'll have that right Hand cut off for. that, 
Rogue. [ Aide. ] You was unmereiful to bruiſe me 
ſo. 


ob. Well, I'm to Sir John Loverule's ; 
e 11 are going z there =. to be rare F 3 | 


ing and Revelling, and Open Houſe kept for three 


Months. 


Lady. Huſband, ſhan't I go with you? 
Job.” What the Devil alls thee now ? Did I not 
tel thee but Yeſterday, I would ſtrap thee for de- 
firing to go, and art thou at it again, with a 


| Fon; 


Lady. What does the Villain mean by Strapping, | 


. and Yeſterdiy ? 


ob. Why, L have been marry'd bat fix Weeks; * 
and you long to make me a Cuckold already. Stay 


at Home and be hang'd, there's good cold Pie in 


the Cupboard, but I'll truſt thee no more with 
ftrong Beer, Huſſy. Exit. 

Lady. Well, Ell not be long alter you! ſure 1 
ſhall get ſome of my own Family to know me, 
Oy can't be all in 1 wicked Plot. Lan. 
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5 Sir John, ik oy Ape 


| _ 


Nell. | ©- Dear Sir, you make the cane 


So fwert, ſo kind a Wiſe! 


Be you but kind, 
And you ſhall find 
4 the Good J can 10% 5 1 
Shall end hut with my Life. 1 1 


Sir John. Give me thy Lips; 


Nel. Fin lat a, dear Air, ue m, 


Sir John. Mas ever ſo ſiuret a Wife! ee 
A Tant you, dear Sir / 
Su I voto and proteſt; 
Ie. Was wht ; 
21 Again, 
Sir Ji ohn. Vaal and again, my Dart; 
| O may it laſt for Life! 


at Toy thus to enfold thee'!. 


Mi ' Phat Pleaſure to behold thee 1. „ 
Inclin'd again to kiſs ! 


Sir Joh - How ravifbing the B,? Mn 


Nell. F Iitil᷑ thought this Morning, © 


| Nie fo this, Dus 5 
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| "Was Here's s a fine Rout and Ring! . 


Sirrah, Butler, you Rogue. 


But. Why how now ! Who are y. you? 
4 Impudent Varlet ! don't vo know your 
y? 
But. Lady, here, turn this mad Woman out of 


Doors. 


Lady. You. Raſcal, take that, Sirrah. 20 
[ Flings a Glaſs at Tis 


Foot. . a care, Huſſy, there's a good Pump # 


without, we ſhall cool your Courage for you. 
Lady. You, at have you Forged me too, you. 
Minx? . | 
Lucy. Forgot you, Woman! oy I never re- 
3 you, I never ſaw "Jon efore in uy 
ne 
Lady. Oh the wicked Slut? Il give you Cauſe 
to remember me, I will. Huſſy. 


[Pulls her Headcloths . 95 


Lucy. Murder Murder! help ! 

Sir John. How now! what Uproar' s this ? 

Lady. You, ae you Slut, won't you know 
me neither ? | [Strikes 2 7 

Let. Help, help ! 

Sir John. What s to do there ? 


But. Why, Sir, here's a Madwoman calls . gh 


ſelf my Lady, and is beating and "culling us all 


round. 


Sir John. [To Lady.) Thou my Wife! poor 


Creature, I pity thee, I never ſaw thee before. 


. Lady, Then it is in vain to expect Redreſs from 
thee, thou wicked.Contriver of all my Miſery. 

9 Il, How am I ama d! Can that be I, there 

& in in 


+. . 


The Wives a 37 A 


- wk an Clothes, that have made all this Diſturb- 


And yet 1 am here, to m thinking, i in theſe : 
7 Clothes. How can this be? I am ſo con- 


founded and affrighted that I begin to wiſh I was 
43 wes Zetel Fabſon again. 4 


Lady. To whom ſhall I app ly my m ſelf, or whither 
can [ fly? Heaven! What do I ſee? Is not that I, 


yonder, in my Gown and Petticoat I wore Veſter- A 


day ? How can it be! I cannot be in two Places at 
Once. | 


4 , Sir John. Poor Wretch ! ſhe's ſtark mad.” 2 
Lady. What, in the Devil's Name, was I here 


before I came? Let me look in the Glaſs. Oh 
Heav'ns ! I'm aſtoniſh'd, I don't know myſelf [ 


If this be I that the Glaſs .ſhews me, 1 never faw 
| myſelf before, | | 


Sir John. What incoherent M adneſs is this ? 


| Enter Jobſon. 
Lady. There, that's the Devil in my Likeneſs; 


| who has robb'd me of my Countenance. 1s he 


here too ? A 
Job. Ay, Huſſy, and here 8 my Strap, you 
Quean, 1 95 
"Nell... O dear! I'm afraid my Huſband will beat 
me, that am on t'other fide the Room there. .. . 
Fob. I hope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe 
was drinking with a Cpnjurer laſt Night, and has 
been mad ever ſince, and calls herſelf my T 
Loverule. 
Sir John. Poor Woman! take care of ber; do 
not hurt her, ſhe may be cur'd of this. 
Jab. Ves, and pleaſe. your Worſhip, you ſhall 


| ſee me cure her e e do br ſee oy 


this? 
Mul. 


W ths * — Ka. th. 
* : ? 4 > i * 


9 Th tend ik Os: 
Nell. Ol pray Zelel, don't beat me 
Sir John. What fays my Love 7 Boe ae info = 


£3 thee with Mairiefs tes 


Nell. F am not well, pray: lead me in... 9 

[Exeunt Nell aua Maid. 

Job. F beſeech your Worſhip don't take wall of 

mes ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. | 
"Sir; bn. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. FR 

„ What will become of me ? 


[Exeunt Jobſon and Lady: "ith; 


Enter Footinai: 


Feet. Sir, the Doctor who calP'd here laſt Night, 
deſires you will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or 
two with you, upon very earneſt Buſineſs. _ Y 
Sir John, What can this mean? * him in. 


Enter Doctor. 


Deer. Lo! on my Knees, Sir, 1 beg Forgive 
1250 dor what I have done, and put my Liſe into 
| your Hands. SHA 
Sir John. What mean you? 
Doc. I have exercis'd my magick Art upon your _ 
Lady; I know you have too much Honour to take 
away my Life; ſince I 1 have ſtill _ 
had I pleas'd. Set 
Sir Fohn. You have now brought me e 2 
Glimpfe of Miſery too great to bear. Is all my 
_ Happineſs then turn'd into Viſion only? | 
Doch. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any Harm 
comes on it, I freely give you leave to hang me. 
Sir Jobn. Inform me what you have done. 
Doc. I have transform'd your Lady's Face ſo 
that ſhe ſeems the Cobler's "ou and have charmed 


2 her 


ber Face into the Libenefs of my Lady's  and'laft _Þ 


Night when the Storm aroſe, my Spirits convey'd 
_ to each other's Bed. 


« 4% Oh, Wretch! thou, baſt undone. me, 
allen from the Height of all my Hopes and 
1 iy ſtill be curſt with a tempeſtuous Wife,. a 

Fury whom I never knew quiet fince I had her- 
Dock. If that be all, I can continue the Charm . 1 
for both their Lives. „ 
Sir John. Let the Event be what it will, n 
gs you .if 1 | 


: 15 1 will this Minute, Sir ; and perhaps you 
* it the luckieſt of your Life I can a ans * 
your Lady will prove the better for it. 


Sir. Jobn. Hold, there's one material Circum- 


ſtance I'd know. 
Dee. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 
Sir Fobn. Perhaps the Cobler ha——you under 
ſtand me! _ 

Doc. I do aſſure you, No; 3 for e'er ſhe was con- 
vey'd to his Bed, the Cobler was got up to work, 
and he has done nought but beat her ever ſince, and 

ou are like to reap the Fruits of his Labour. He'll 
be with you in 4 Minute ; ; here he comes. 


Eater Pb 


Sir Jobn. So Fobſon, where's your Witer 
Job. And pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the 
| Door, but indeed I thought I had [loft her juſt now; 
for as ſhe came into the Hall, ſhe fell into ſuch a 
Swoon, that I thought ſhe would never have come 
out on't again; but a Tweak or two by the Noſe, 
and half a dozen Straps did the Buſineſs at laſt, 
Here, where are you, Houſewife ? A 
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| [Butler bolds up the Candle, — th it fall when be S 


our Lady. 
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be my Endeavour to make ye . 


Enter Lady. 


ſees ber.] 


But. 0 Heaven and ta is this my Lady N | 
Job. What does he "a? my Wife chang'd to 


my Lady! 


Cook. Ay, I thought the other was too 


Lady. [To Sir Fohn.] Sir, you are the Perſon 1 | 
have moſt offended, and here confeſs I have been 
the worſt of Wives in every thing, but that I al- 
ways kept myſelf chaſte. If you can vouchſafe once 
more to take me to your Boſom, the Remainder of 
my Days ſhall joyfully be ſpent in Duty, and Ob- 
ſervance of your Will. | 
Sir Fohn. Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and 
if you are ſincere in what you ſay, you'll make me 
happier than all the Enjoyments in the World 
without you could do. 


Fob.  What-a-pox! am I to loſe my Wife thus ? ? 


Enter Lucy and Lettice. 
Tucy. Oh, Sir! the ſtrangeſt Accident has ($a | 


pen d, it has amaz'd us; my Lady was in ſo great 


a Swoon, we thought ſhe had ow dead. 
Let. And when ſhe came to herſelf, the | prov 45 
another Woman. 
Job. Ha, ha, hal a Bull, a Bull. | 
Lucy. She is ſo chang'd, I knew her not; 8 I. ne- 
ver fa her Face before : O Lud ! is this my Lady, ? 
- Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. 


* Lucy. 1 thought our Happineſs Was too. great to 
tft 1 8 


Lady. Fear not, my Servants. It ſhall heteaſter 
. 


* | * 
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Sir Jobn. Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we 3 


ns | ſhall be bleſt . for Life. 1 


Enter „Nell. 


Nell. My Head turns round, 1 muſt 20 . 
O Zetel! are you there? = 
Job. O Lud! is that fine Lady my Wife ! I gad, 


I'm afraid to come near her. What can be the IP | 


Meaning of this? 
Sir Fohn. This is a happy Change, and PII have 
it celebrated with all the Joy I proche for my = 
late ſhort-liv'd Viſion. » 
Lady. To me tis the happieſt Day Jever knew. 
Sir John. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine Wife. 
Job. But one Word, Sir. — Did not your Wor« 
ſhip make a Buck of me, under the Roſe ? | 
Sir Jobn. No, upon my Honour, nor ever Riſt 
- her Lips till I came from Hunting; but ſince ſne 
has been a Means of bringing about this happy _ 
Change, I'II give thee Five hundred Pounds home 
with her; go buy a Stock of Leather. 
tr ob. Brave Boys! I'm a Prince, the Prince of 
Coblers. Come hither and kiſs me, Nell, TI never 
_ ſtrap: thee more. | 
Nell. Indeed, Zekel, I have wank in. ſuch a 
Dream, that I'm quite weary of it. 8 
Nell. Forſooth, Madam, will you pleaſe to take 
your Clothes, and let me have mine again. 
Fob. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, they'll ſerve . 
you to go to Church. D[Aſide. 


Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and III pre- _ 


- ſerve thine as Reliques. 


Job. And can your good i, Fo forgive m 


ſtrapping your Honour ſo * much 
Lady. 


N . : 


a The Devil to Pay 1 7 


- Lady. Moſt freely. The Joy of this bleſſed on 
Change ſets all Things right again. © | 
Sir John. Let us forget every thing that is vaſt, 
and think of nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure, 
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AIR XVI. Hey i up go we. 


Lady. Let ev'ry Face with Smiles appear, LID | 
LY Bie Joy in cry Breaft, 1 
Since from a Life Pain and ce, 
ie now are truly ble. 


Si John. May no Remembrance of poff Time 
Our preſent Pleaſures ſoil. 
Be nought but Mirth and 475 a Cri "es 
And Sporting all aur Tail, c 


Job. 3 hope youll give me leave to fel; | 
nan le f %; : 
a nought but the Dwil, and this gon 
Strap | 
Could ever tamt a Scud. 
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